





The Tragedy of Othello 

my hand s O the world has not a fweeter creature, (he might lie by an 
Emperours fide, and command him taskes. 
fag. Nay,that’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, 1 doe not fay what lheis: So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable mufician ; O flie will fing the fauageneffc out 
of a Beare ; of fohye and plenteous wit and inuention. 
fag. Shee’s the worfe for all this. 

O^h. A thoufand thoufand times : and then of fo gentle a con- 
dition. 

lag, I,too gentle. ; 

Oth. Nay thats certame,but yet the pitty of it Iago, oh the pitty. 
lag. If you be fo fond ouer her iniquity, giuc her patent tooffend, 
for if it touches not you,ic comes neere no body . 

Oth. I will chop her into meffcs,— cuckold me ! 
lag. 0,tisfouleinher. 

Oth- With mine Officer. 

Jag. That's fouler. „ ...... „ , _ . , 

OTh. Get me fome poifon J*go, this night lie net expoftulate with 
her, left her body and beauty vnprouide my mindeagen, this night 

Ug U g \ Doe it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bcd,eucn the bed 

foe hath contaminated. / .. , , , 

Oth Good.goodjthc ittftice of it pleafes, very good. 
la And for Cafsio, let me be his vndertaker : you (hall heare more 
by midnight 4 Trumpet. 

Etiter Lodouico, Difdemona, and Attendants. 

Oth. Excellent good: 

What Trumpet is that fame? . _ , . 

lag. Some thing from Venice fure ; tis Lodouico 
Come from the Duke, and fee,your wife is with him. 

Lod. Saue you worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

Led. The Duke and Senators of Venice greet you. 

Oth. I kiffc the inftrument of their pleafures. 

Def. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodmco t 

Jag . I am vsery glad to fee you Seignior » ^ 

Welcome to Cyprus. 
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the Moore of Venice. 

Tod. I thanke you,how; does Leiutenant Cafsio 

lag. Liues fir, ^ 

'Z>e/ICoufen, there's falne between him and my Lord, 
An vnkind breach, but you (hall make all well. 

Oth. Are you fure of that? 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Thisfaileyou not to doe, as you will. — 

Lod. He did not call,Jiee’s bufie in the paper s 
Is there Diuifion twixe my Lord and Cafsio ? 

Def Amoft vnhappy one,l would doe much 
Toattoncthem,for the loue l beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone. 

■Def My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife ? 

Def What,is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the lecter mou'd him ; 
lor as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

Def. Truft me, I am glad on.t. 

Oth . Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def Howfwect Othello? 

Oth. Deuill. 

Def. I haue not deferu’dthis. . 

Lod. My Lord,this would not be bcleea’d in Venice; 
Tho I Ihould fweare I faw’f .* tis very much. 

Make her amends, (he weepes. 

Oth. O' Deuill, Debill, 

If that the earth could teeme with womens teares. 

Each drop (he falls, would proue a Crocadile : 

Out of nay fight. 

Def I will not ft*ay to offend you. 

Lod. Truly an obedient Lady : 

1 doe befeech your Lordlhip, caliber backe. 

Oth Miftreffe. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth, W hat would you with her fir ? 
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